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      CHAPTER ONE





    

    
      Upper Peninsula of Michigan

She didn't think, she just reacted. She pulled the gun down from the rack over the fireplace and made sure it was loaded. She slipped her feet into boots that sat beside the door and ran toward the kennels.

The air smelled like blood and fear. "Bill, where are you?" she yelled, keeping the rifle on her shoulder. "Billy, are you OK?"

She heard noises coming from the end of one of the kennel buildings. The lights were all blazing. "Where are you?" she called. She heard crying. "Billy, are you OK?" she called, still not able to see her husband or her son.

"Mom, I'm OK, but I don't think Dad is," Billy said. "We're at the end of D."

Now that she had a destination, she took off at a run, nearly tripping in the boots that were several sizes too big for her. In her rush to help, she'd stuck her feet in her husband's boots.

She saw something attacking him. Her first thought was that one of the dogs had gotten out. They didn't train the dogs; they only bred them. None of their dogs were overly aggressive. She didn't want to shoot a valuable asset. She stepped up and yelled stop as loudly as she could. The attack continued. 

"Shoot it, Mom."

Eventually, both Billy and his mom fired shots at the attacking creature. It fell. Billy's mom ran to her husband's side and knelt next to him in the dirt. "Mom, there's a lot of blood," Billy said. 

"We need to get him in the house," she said. 

Together they carried him inside and laid him on the living room floor. "Get the first aid kit from under the sink," she said, and Billy ran off to do as she asked. 

When Billy walked back into the room, his mom was bent over her husband crying. "Mom, what do we need to do?"

"He's gone," she said, reaching out to pull Billy into a hug. She didn't know how long she sat there clutching her son as both of them cried. Finally, she got herself under control enough to ask, "What the hell happened out here?"

"I fed the dogs and locked up the kennels for the night before Dad and I headed in for dinner," Billy explained. "Something got into the special food Dad was feeding the dogs. The bin was empty and was all chewed up." He broke down in tears. "I should have told him, but it was late, and I was tired. I didn't want to spend the next few hours fixing the shed and listening to Dad bitch about what happened."

She put her arms around her son. "I don't think something getting into the food has much to do with what happened to your dad. Are you hurt?" 

He wiped his nose on his shirt sleeve and shook his head.  

Their family business was breeding dogs for the US military. They lived in a remote area where their nearest neighbors were too far away to be bothered by any ruckus the dogs might make. 

"Tell me what happened when you and your dad went out to see what the dogs were barking at."

"When I turned on all the lights, we saw something lying near one of the kennel doors. Dad walked close enough to nudge it with the side of his foot. He said it was dead, so we should check the kennels first.”

"The dogs were excited, but they were all in their pens. We went back to take a closer look at the dead animal. I thought it looked like a badger, but he said it was way too big. We were carrying it to the shed when something attacked him. He tried to shoot it, but he couldn't get the gun around, so he told me to take the gun. I don't think I hit it. It just kept growling. That's when you came out."

"That moron. I told him not to get involved. How long has he been using the special food?"

"Maybe a year. I don't know."

"Have there been any other problems with animals getting into that food?"

"Yeah. The first couple of months, Dad said the food was disappearing way faster than we were using it. He told me I wasn't measuring it right, but I was. I swear."

"Anything else?"

"A few months ago, something tore a hole in the back of the food storage shed. We patched it up."

"Butch and that stupid dire wolf project. I told your dad not to get involved. He thought Butch's magic formula would make our dogs bigger and stronger. Dire wolves had thicker bodies and were bigger boned. The food hasn't been tested. Did he keep records of what dogs got the special feed?"

Billy nodded.

"Show me," she said. Billy led her to the feed storage shed and pulled out a notebook from behind one of the food bins. 

After looking over her husband's notes, she sat down across from Billy. "We can't mention this to anyone. Do you understand?"

"The police are going to ask questions."

"You tell them what happened. The dogs were barking, and you and your dad came out to check on them. That's when he was attacked. It's the truth and all you need to say. Do you understand?"

"Sure, Mom."

    

  

    
      CHAPTER TWO





    

    
      Suburban Detroit

"Mom, you can't be serious," I said. "There's a reason none of us even knew Grandpa had a hunting cabin. Did you even know?"

"I remember he used to go there when I was a kid," she said. "I guess I never thought about it."

"For good reason," I said. "We're indoor people. We live in the city. We're comfortable with pavement and street people. Trees and nature are not our thing."

"I don't know. I think it might be kind of fun," Seth said as he walked into the kitchen. I could always count on my brother to disagree with me. 

"When's the last time you went camping?" I asked.

"This isn't camping," he said. "There's a cabin with indoor plumbing and central heat. How bad can it be?"

"Says the guy who lasted what three days at summer camp when you were 12?"

"It doesn't matter," Mom said. "We're going. This is what your grandfather wanted. We won't ignore his wishes. Pack your bags and your patience. We're spending Thanksgiving week at the cabin."

I'd been dreading spending another typical family Thanksgiving where they focused on pointing out all the things that were wrong with my life. I'm thirty years old. I own a nice condo in a good neighborhood and have a job I love working as a social media consultant. Life is good as far as I'm concerned, but my mother doesn't agree. In her eyes, I'm a failure because I'm not married with kids like my younger brother Seth. 

When he got married first, I got a few comments, but figured she’d be busy pressuring him and his wife, Sharon, to start making babies. It worked for a while, but now that they have provided the first grandchild, the spotlight is back on me. 

It was a struggle for me to spend the long Thanksgiving weekend at my Mom's house now that she was dating again. Her boyfriend, which still sounds wrong, is nice enough, but it's still awkward to be in what had been my family home with a different man acting like the man of the house. That added to Mom's comments about my personal life always makes for a tense time. This year, to add to the fun, I'd been warned that Bob, the boyfriend, had invited his brother-in-law to spend the holidays with us. More awkwardness was sure to follow. 

I headed home to Chicago the day after the reading of Grandpa's will. I got on with my life and didn't think about the upcoming holidays until my mom sent my flight information. I opened the email and read the details. Ugh. A week at a tiny hunting cabin with too little space and too many people. It sounded like a recipe for disaster.

    

  

    
      CHAPTER THREE





    

    
      Flying around the holidays is always stressful, and my trip back to Michigan didn't disappoint. The flight was delayed leaving Chicago due to weather. I texted my updated arrival time to my mother and settled in to read a book on my phone. The flight was a little bumpy but otherwise uneventful. As I walked through the terminal, I turned on my phone and saw a message from Mom. "Trace Ramsey, Bob's brother-in-law, will give you a ride. He'll meet you at gate B12."

Great. Now I was faced with a long car ride with a man I didn't know and likely had nothing in common with. This Thanksgiving was off to a great start. I moved out of the flow of people and dropped my carry-on into an empty chair at one of the gate areas. Pulling out my phone, I texted my mom. "How will I recognize my ride?"

Instead of responding with a text, my phone rang. "Just head to gate B12. I've seen his picture. He's tall with blond hair in a military cut. Nice looking. Clean cut. Bob texted him your picture, so he'll recognize you. Be careful. See you soon."

Sure. Be careful. Like not getting in a car with a stranger. What happened to my mother? If I told her I was going to accept a ride from a stranger, she'd have called the police to lock me up for my own safety. Now, she's sending my photo to a strange man at Gate B12 who will give me a ride. I started to call my brother before I noticed the time. It was already late, and we were leaving early in the morning for the cabin. Crap. I put my phone away, picked up my bag, and headed toward Gate B12.

As I approached B12, I surveyed the people in the area. A hunky muscular guy was leaning against a pillar looking at his phone. One look at him told me I'd never be that lucky. There was a dark-haired man dressed in a three-piece suit who didn't seem to fit the bill, and some older men. I plopped my bag down in a seat and pulled out my phone. "Mom. I'm at gate B..."

Before I could finish typing, a deep voice asked, "Are you Lily Grady?"

I turned around to find the hunky muscular guy I'd seen leaning against the post earlier.

"I'm L Grady." I hate the name Lily. It doesn't fit. I was named after my grandmother. I loved her, but Lily was her name--a name appropriate for someone over 65.

"Hi, I'm Trace Ramsey. Your mom and my brother-in-law are, uhm friends, I guess. I'm supposed to give you a ride."

"I was just texting my mom," I said. "Did you just arrive?"

"Yeah. We were delayed. I guess that's why we ended up here at the same time. Do you want to see my ID or something?"

"I guess that's not necessary."

"Let's get our luggage and get out of here," he said, directing me toward the exit with his hand on my back. Nearly an hour after I landed, Trace and I were in his rental car headed out of the airport. Once we left the airport insanity behind, there was little traffic since it was already past midnight. "Do you mind if we stop for food. I haven't eaten for hours. I'll never last until breakfast."

We stopped at a 24-hour diner just off the highway and continued getting acquainted. I'm not usually great at making small talk, but with him it seemed easy. "Trace, I just had a horrifying thought."

"What's that?" he said, taking a drink of his coffee.

"This might all be a setup."

"A setup?" he asked. The look on his face said he had no idea what I was getting at. 

"Maybe it's different for women, but my mother is always trying to play matchmaker."

"I'm afraid I still don't see what you're getting at," he said. "Now that my sister's gone, Bob keeps in touch. We always got along well, and I think he feels like he's the only family I have left."

"You're right. This is probably just a convenience thing. Have you ever met my mom?"

"Yeah. She had Bob and I over for dinner when I first got home," he said. "She seems like a nice lady and a good cook."

"I'm just paranoid, I guess. How did you get roped into this trip?"

"Bob is the closest thing to family I've got. I left the service a couple of months ago, so I'm still trying to build a life outside the military. He didn't want me to be alone for the holiday."

"Either that, or he realized that we should have someone along who'd actually been in the wilderness at some point."  

"Not the outdoorsy type?" he asked.

"I sometimes jog along the lakefront in Chicago, but the idea of my family spending a week in a hunting cabin is pretty hard to imagine."

By the time we got to Mom's, everyone was in bed. She left a note on the hall table that told me to show Trace to the guest room before I turned in for the night. 

As I washed up and crawled into my childhood bed in a room that was still decorated in pink and purple, I realized that Thanksgiving Day 1 had been a decent day.

    

  

    
      CHAPTER FOUR





    

    
      I thought about blowing off Bob's invitation to spend Thanksgiving with his girlfriend's family at some hunting cabin in the woods of the Upper Peninsula of Michigan, but now I was glad I decided to come. It was nice of Bob to include me, since we aren't related at all. He was married to my sister until cancer took her from us both a few years back, while I was in the service.

When I returned from my last deployment, I decided to take some time to figure out what I want to do with my life. I considered making a career of the service, but an injury on my last mission took away that option. I took my time and came up with the idea to start a business that could offer employment to other returning soldiers or serve them in some way. I'd never planned to be a business owner, but this felt like the right thing to do. 

I wasn't surprised when my flight from Dallas was delayed. Air travel around the holidays was always a challenge. When Bob asked if I could give Helen's daughter a ride from the airport, I didn't mind. I'm still working on my people skills. My time in the service left me overly suspicious, and I don’t trust anyone easily, so I was surprised at how easy it was to talk to Lily. I was looking forward to spending the rest of the week getting to know her better.

    

  

    
      CHAPTER FIVE





    

    
      By the time I woke up I could hear people bustling around the house. I showered and dressed in comfortable jeans and a sweatshirt for the drive to the cabin. I repacked my bag and headed downstairs. 

"There's coffee," Mom said, nodding to the pot on the counter while she set plates of eggs, bacon, and toast in front of Bob and Trace.

"Hi, Lily," Bob said. "It's nice to see you again."

"You too," I said, carrying my coffee to the table. "Mom, what's the plan?"

"Eat, clean up, load the car, and hit the road," she said.

"When are Seth and Sharon getting here?" I asked.

"They aren't. We wanted to have two cars just in case. The four of us will go in Bob's SUV. Seth rented an SUV for Sharon, him, and the baby. We're going to meet them at the truck stop off Highway 41."

Mom puttered around the kitchen, packing up supplies while Trace and I finished eating. When I was in my room grabbing my suitcase, Mom poked her head in the door. "Did you bring enough warm clothes? They said the UP could get some snow this week."

"I live in Chicago. I have plenty of warm clothes, Mom. Are you almost ready to go?"

"All set. Just come down when you're ready."

For the first leg of the journey, the men rode in front, and Mom and I sat in the backseat. She talked about Grandpa and Bob, and I filled her in on things in Chicago. After we crossed the Mackinac Bridge, we made a stop for lunch. I realized as we were eating that I didn't know much about the cabin. Seth said there was indoor plumbing and heat. I'd appreciate both of those things, but I wondered if there were beds for everyone. Trace was driving, and I was sitting in the front, so I turned sideways so I could see my mom. "What do you know about the cabin?" 

"Your grandpa and his buddies went hunting a few times a year and stayed in tents until one of them bought one of those little travel trailers. I guess as they all got older, they wanted more comfort, so Dad bought the cabin. We went a couple of times as a family, but I don't remember much about it. There are three bedrooms, a living room, and kitchen area. There was originally only one bathroom, but I think the lawyer said it had two now. Dad had some work done on it to get it ready to sell."

With Trace for a diversion, an actual bed to sleep in, and enough bathrooms to share between 7 people. My apprehensions were lifting. I should have known to find some wood to knock on. 


            XXX

        

We pulled up to the gas pumps, and Mom and I got out to head into the restrooms at the convenience store. Seth’s last text said they were 15 minutes away from the truck stop. After loading up on snacks and drinks and greeting Seth's family, everyone loaded back into the cars, and we left the highway behind and headed into the forest. 

"Trace, I know you were in the military, but were you an outdoors guy before that?" I asked as Mom and Bob settled into the front seat. Mom had the printed directions on a sheet of paper lying on the console between them. 

"Yeah. I grew up in Montana hunting, fishing, and hiking with my dad. I've never been to the UP before. It should be fun."

    

  

    
      CHAPTER SIX





    

    
      I was pretty sure we must have crossed over into Canada based on how far we'd driven on smaller and smaller roads. At times, the trees were so thick they covered the road like a tunnel. I like nature, but I prefer it in small doses, like in parks or at the botanical gardens. The dark woods were kind of creepy. 

The cabin was nicer than I expected. It was a true log cabin, set on a small hill surrounded by trees. Mom unlocked the door and shivered. "Why is it so cold in here?" she asked. 

"I suspect the heat is turned up only high enough to ensure the pipes don't freeze," Bob said. He found the thermostat on the wall and turned it up. 

"I saw a big woodpile beside the cabin," Trace said. “I'll get a fire started. Want to help?" he asked, looking my way.

"Sure."

"Bundle up. We'll go get some wood."

With a fire roaring in the fireplace, the cabin was cozy. I got the third bedroom, relegating Trace to the sofa bed in the living room. I helped Mom unpack the food and wipe down the kitchen counters in preparation for cooking. 

It had been a long day of driving, and everyone was tired. We enjoyed the fried chicken dinner we picked up at the truck stop, so we wouldn't have to worry about cooking our first night. We put a video on, but everyone was falling asleep within a few minutes of sitting down. Thanksgiving Day 2 was in the books, and it hadn't been bad at all. 


            XXX

        

I woke up to the sound of people and the smell of coffee. By the time I made it downstairs to the kitchen, Mom and Bob were cooking. "Need any help?" I asked as I filled a mug with coffee. 

"We're good. Breakfast will be ready in a few minutes."

I walked around holding my mug and looking out the windows. There was nothing but trees as far as I could see. "Morning, Lily," Trace said, walking in from the bathroom. His hair was still dripping from the shower, and I had to admit, he looked really good. 

"Good morning," I said. "Did you manage to get any sleep before the cooking started?"

"I'm good, and breakfast smells great." 

Over breakfast, we made plans for the day. "I'm going for a hike after breakfast," Trace said, "if anyone wants to come along." He looked my way.

Spending time with Trace sounded fun. If he suggested we hit the local coffee shop, I'd already be grabbing my coat, but hiking wasn't my thing. "Hey, Mom, I was wondering, why do you think Grandpa wanted us to spend the holiday here?"

"I guess he wanted us to spend time here because this place meant something to him."

"Did you do outdoors things with him when you were little?"

"Not that I remember. He worked a lot. I know people like to say how different things are today, but some things stay the same. Parents are always busy working to make sure they can provide for their children."

"I understand that now that we have Eugenia," Seth said. "You're right, Mom. Some things are the same for every generation. I think this was Grandpa's way to make sure we were reminded of the importance of family."

I'm never good with emotional stuff, so this conversation was definitely outside my comfort zone.  "Trace, mind if I join you on that hike?"

"Make sure you dress warm. Do you have a backpack?"

"Not with me," I said. The truth was I hadn't had a backpack since college. 

"No problem. We're not going that far. I'll throw some extra food and water in mine," he said.

I wasn't comfortable thinking I'd be walking long enough to need food or water, but I didn't say anything. I went upstairs, put on my warmest clothes, and met Trace in the living room. 

"You guys be careful out there," Bob said. 

Trace held the door open, and I slipped outside. It was cloudy, but not windy. "I thought we should check out the area a little," Trace said. He headed to the back of the cabin. There was a small shed I figured was used for storage or maybe a pump or something. The area immediately surrounding the cabin had been cleared of trees. Besides the woodpile and the shed, the area was clear. Trace walked to the edge of the forest and walked long. I wasn't sure what he was looking for. 

"Looks like a trail," he said, pointing into the woods. "Let's check it out." We headed off into the trees. Trace walked quietly, looking around us. I tried to keep my focus on Trace.

    

  

    
      CHAPTER SEVEN





    

    
      We talked about all kinds of things while we walked--school, jobs, families. It was pleasant, though my calves were already complaining about navigating the hilly terrain. I'd been a few steps behind Trace the entire time. No surprise. I had to work just to keep him in sight. He stopped at the top of a hill and stood surveying the scene in front of him. "This is sure a pretty place," he said as I walked up to stand beside him.

I couldn't respond because I was bent over with my hands on my needs sucking in the oxygen my body demanded.

He turned toward me and put a hand on my back. "You OK?"

"I'll live. Maybe," I said.

"Sorry. I forgot you said you're not into hiking and stuff. I figured you must do a lot of walking, living in a big city like Chicago."

"Walking on flat, paved ground," I wheezed out. "Not this."

Trace shrugged out of his pack and fished around inside. He handed me a bottle of water. "Take your time to catch your breath, then drink some water.” 

When I no longer sounded like I was a 97-year-old, multi-pack per day cigarette smoker, I looked around. Trace was right, it was beautiful if you could overlook all the scary nature stuff. 

Trace walked over to where I was standing. Feeling better now?" he asked.

"Yeah, I just needed to get used to using my lungs again I guess."

"Why don't you take the lead? That way we'll go at your pace."

I should have said I was ready to head back. I'd had more than enough nature to last me for a few years, but it was nice to be enjoying myself when I had expected this trip to be nothing but torture from sunup til sundown. After a final sip from the water bottle, I handed it back to Trace and started down the trail. I worried that if I went too slow, Trace would get bored. Then I worried that if I went too fast, I'd probably pass out and Trace would have to carry me back to the cabin. Eventually, I found a pace that I was happy with, and Trace and I started talking again. 

"Do you have any idea how many acres of land the cabin sits on?" he asked.

"No idea. Mom probably knows."

"This is a great spot. I'm still trying to figure out what I want to do career-wise. Like I told you before, I want to do something to help other vets, but I'm not sure if that means starting some sort of non-profit or maybe a company that hires other vets. I can see a lot of possibilities out here, though."

"Out here?" I asked. "There's nothing out here for miles."

"Sometimes peace and quiet are good for guys who are struggling to live in the present."

"I guess. I just can't see what sort of business you could have out here."

I turned my head a little to talk to Trace as we continued walking. 

"Crap. What the heck? EEEUUWWW. Gross. What the hell did I trip over?"

"Are you OK?" Trace asked as he lifted me up and set me back on my feet off to the side of the trail. There was something smelly and gooey on my face. I looked down and my hands were covered with... 

"Oh. My. God. Is that blood?" I screamed as something dark and syrupy dripped off my hands. The smell was horrible and every breath I took, I just sucked in more of the aroma of dead things and blood.

"Calm down, Lily. It's OK. Let's get you cleaned up." He took off his pack and pulled some things out of it. First, he handed me a shirt. "Here. Use this to wipe yourself off. Start with your face first."

I did as he asked, trying really hard not to inhale the smell that was making me want to throw up.  

While I wiped my face, he tore open about a gazillion little foil packets of alcohol wipes from the first aid kit. "Now, use these," he said. "I know they're small but it's important to get you as clean as possible. Are you going to throw up?" 

"Probably," I said, "but I'm trying not to."

He handed me a half-full bottle of water. "Swish some around in your mouth and spit it out, then you can drink some."

Once I'd done all of that, he walked over and took my hand. "Why don't you come over here and sit down for a minute," he said, leading me to a stump. "I want to check out what you fell over. You sit and rest. We'll head back in a few minutes."

I heard him making noises and commenting under his breath. He said things like "that's not right" and "that's not possible." I knew he was taking pictures with his phone. I was curious what he was looking at, but I was pretty sure I'd only be more creeped out if I knew what the goo on my face came from. In the end, it was a no-win situation.

"Are you going to tell me what it is that I'm wearing?" I asked.

"It might be better if you don't know."

"That's probably true, but I'm curious by nature. I want to know." 

"Let's compromise. I'll give you all the gory details once we get you back to the cabin and you've had a hot shower with a good anti-bacterial soap."

    

  

    
      CHAPTER EIGHT





    

    
      Hand in hand, we started back toward the cabin. I turned to cast a glance back down the trail to the mound that had tripped me up, but Trace moved behind me, so I couldn't see anything. 

"We made a deal," he said. "No cheating."

We walked in silence for a while but as the creep factor subsided, my curiosity kicked in. "Will I need a tetanus shot?"

"Not because of this, but it’s always a good idea to stay current on them just in case, so if you haven't had one recently, it's not a bad idea."

"You were a damn boy scout, weren't you?"

"Yes, ma'am, and proud of it." 

We walked a little further. "Is there evidence of flesh-eating bacteria?"

"I have no idea."

"Should I see a doctor?"

"Taking care of your health is always advisable."

"Is there a cliff somewhere on this trail? You know, someplace a misplaced foot or elbow in the back might send someone pinwheeling through the air?"

He chuckled. "You'll be just fine, but you really should take a long, hot shower and use a lot of soap."

"Will flowery, girly soap do the job?"

"I'll loan you mine."

By the time the cabin was in sight, I had no idea whether I should be seriously concerned about what happened or not. It was hard to separate the teasing comments from honest concern. 

"This has been an interesting outing," I said, "but just so I'm clear, do I need to be concerned about any health problems from what happened?"

"The hot shower with strong soap should fix you right up," he said, "but let me know if you start feeling sick in any way."

Great. Still confused. Don't worry, but let him know if I feel sick. What the heck was going on? 

"How was your hike?" Mom asked as we walked through the front door.

"It was fine," I said, heading for my room with Trace following close behind. 

"Is everything all right?" she hollered up the stairs after us. 

I pulled out clean clothes and my shower soap and headed for the bathroom. I purposely avoided looking in the mirror over the dresser as I walked passed. I was just closing the bathroom door when Trace's hand shot through the opening. "Here. Use this," he said, “and lots of hot water."

I opened the door a crack, just in time to see my mom at the top of the stairs watching us. "Thanks, Trace. I'll be out in a while." I closed the door and gasped when I got a look at myself in the mirror. My coat and jeans were filthy. I wasn't sure what was on them, but a quick sniff said I was better off not knowing. Thank heavens the cabin had a laundry because every stitch of clothing I was wearing needed to be washed. I found a trash bag under the sink and put all my dirty clothes into it before turning on























    

  

Copyright 2012 The Libre Baskerville Project Authors (https://github.com/impallari/Libre-Baskerville) with Reserved Font Name Libre Baskerville.



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.

This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007

-----------------------------------------------------------



PREAMBLE

The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide

development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation

efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and

open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership

with others.



The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and

redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The

fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 

redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved

names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,

however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The

requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply

to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.



DEFINITIONS

"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright

Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may

include source files, build scripts and documentation.



"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the

copyright statement(s).



"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as

distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).



"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,

or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the

Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a

new environment.



"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical

writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.



PERMISSION & CONDITIONS

Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining

a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,

redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font

Software, subject to the following conditions:



1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,

in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.



2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,

redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy

contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be

included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or

in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or

binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.



3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font

Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding

Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as

presented to the users.



4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font

Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any

Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the

Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written

permission.



5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,

must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be

distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to

remain under this license does not apply to any document created

using the Font Software.



TERMINATION

This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are

not met.



DISCLAIMER

THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,

EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF

MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT

OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE

COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,

INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL

DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING

FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM

OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/title-page-designer-1d25eb42-f58a-478d-bb2e-4ef0e1bd5943.jpg
Trilogy of
Holiday Terror

Jo Carey





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  

    Table Of Contents



    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Thanksgiving Terror


      		COPYRIGHT


      		CHAPTER ONE


      		CHAPTER TWO


      		CHAPTER THREE


      		CHAPTER FOUR


      		CHAPTER FIVE


      		CHAPTER SIX


      		CHAPTER SEVEN


      		CHAPTER EIGHT


      		CHAPTER NINE


      		CHAPTER TEN


      		CHAPTER ELEVEN


      		CHAPTER TWELVE


      		CHAPTER THIRTEEN


      		CHAPTER FOURTEEN


      		CHAPTER FIFTEEN


      		CHAPTER SIXTEEN


      		CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


      		CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


      		CHAPTER NINETEEN


      		CHAPTER TWENTY


      		CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


      		CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


      		CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


      		CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


      		Christmas Terror


      		COPYRIGHT


      		PROLOGUE


      		CHAPTER ONE


      		CHAPTER TWO


      		CHAPTER THREE


      		CHAPTER FOUR


      		CHAPTER FIVE


      		CHAPTER SIX


      		CHAPTER SEVEN


      		CHAPTER EIGHT


      		CHAPTER NINE


      		CHAPTER TEN


      		CHAPTER ELEVEN


      		CHAPTER TWELVE


      		CHAPTER THIRTEEN


      		CHAPTER FOURTEEN


      		CHAPTER FIFTEEN


      		CHAPTER SIXTEEN


      		CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


      		CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


      		EPILOGUE


      		Valentine's Terror


      		COPYRIGHT


      		PROLOGUE


      		CHAPTER ONE


      		CHAPTER TWO


      		CHAPTER THREE


      		CHAPTER FOUR


      		CHAPTER FIVE


      		CHAPTER SIX


      		CHAPTER SEVEN


      		CHAPTER EIGHT


      		CHAPTER NINE


      		CHAPTER TEN


      		CHAPTER ELEVEN


      		CHAPTER TWELVE


      		CHAPTER THIRTEEN


      		CHAPTER FOURTEEN


      		CHAPTER FIFTEEN


      		CHAPTER SIXTEEN


      		CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


      		CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


      		CHAPTER NINETEEN


      		CHAPTER TWENTY


      		CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


      		CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


      		CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


      		EPILOGUE


      		About Jo Carey


    



  

  

    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Thanksgiving Terror


      		COPYRIGHT


      		Christmas Terror


      		COPYRIGHT


      		PROLOGUE


      		EPILOGUE


      		Valentine's Terror


      		COPYRIGHT


      		PROLOGUE


      		EPILOGUE


    



  




Copyright 2011 The Alegreya Project Authors (https://github.com/huertatipografica/Alegreya)



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.

This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:

http://scripts.sil.org/OFL





-----------------------------------------------------------

SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007

-----------------------------------------------------------



PREAMBLE

The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide

development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation

efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and

open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership

with others.



The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and

redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The

fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 

redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved

names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,

however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The

requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply

to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.



DEFINITIONS

"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright

Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may

include source files, build scripts and documentation.



"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the

copyright statement(s).



"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as

distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).



"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,

or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the

Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a

new environment.



"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical

writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.



PERMISSION & CONDITIONS

Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining

a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,

redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font

Software, subject to the following conditions:



1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,

in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.



2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,

redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy

contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be

included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or

in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or

binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.



3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font

Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding

Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as

presented to the users.



4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font

Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any

Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the

Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written

permission.



5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,

must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be

distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to

remain under this license does not apply to any document created

using the Font Software.



TERMINATION

This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are

not met.



DISCLAIMER

THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,

EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF

MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT

OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE

COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,

INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL

DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING

FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM

OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/Trilogy_of_Holiday_Terror_e_96dcbf89_compressed.jpg






Copyright 2020 The Domine Project Authors (https://github.com/googlefonts/domine)

Copyright (c) 2012, Pablo Impallari (www.impallari.com|impallari@gmail.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Pablo Impallari (www.impallari.com|impallari@gmail.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Rodrigo Fuenzalida (www.rfuenzalida.com|hello@rfuenzalida.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Brenda Gallo (gbrenda1987@gmail.com), with Reserved Font Name Domine.



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.

This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007

-----------------------------------------------------------



PREAMBLE

The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide

development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation

efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and

open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership

with others.



The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and

redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The

fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 

redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved

names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,

however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The

requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply

to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.



DEFINITIONS

"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright

Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may

include source files, build scripts and documentation.



"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the

copyright statement(s).



"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as

distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).



"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,

or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the

Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a

new environment.



"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical

writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.



PERMISSION & CONDITIONS

Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining

a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,

redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font

Software, subject to the following conditions:



1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,

in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.



2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,

redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy

contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be

included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or

in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or

binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.



3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font

Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding

Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as

presented to the users.



4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font

Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any

Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the

Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written

permission.



5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,

must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be

distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to

remain under this license does not apply to any document created

using the Font Software.



TERMINATION

This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are

not met.



DISCLAIMER

THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,

EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF

MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT

OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE

COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,

INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL

DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING

FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM

OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




